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lying on her back,
the gazing birds came down
from the blue skies,
the intoxicating fragrance of jasmines
spread
from the garden of the twilight darkness--
then, the lamps were lit
It was a warm embrace,
like sweating
in a hot water bath.
A feeling of half memory
and half forgetful darkness,
like limbs
scheming with consciousness
for the sake of sleep,
like something whispering in the ears,
sliding by, becoming
smooth, slippery and dripping,
like drops of water
from the lotus leaf,
like words evading memory*
like an unborn fragrance
that puzzles the mind
and deceives the noses,
like a falling flower-petal,
like the beginning of awakening
from the dream;
it is a moment,
a diamond, hidden
beyond the reach of time,
not powerful, but great.
It is making gloomy gestures
with the eyes
from the opened door
unto the depths, lying
between light and shade,